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every officer's letter have to be intercepted? Onl;
one man could make the Parisians accept the fata
news, and that was the Emperor. If he were presenl
he said to himself, there would be no rebellion, n<
murmuring. He would be obeyed and silently; possi
bly he would be admired; and the great player, with
out delay or hesitation, prepared his vengeance in the
face of a downtrodden Europe.

Once decided, Napoleon tolerated no discussion.
At Smorgoni, in the evening of December 5, he sum-
moned the King of Naples, Prince Eugene, and the
marshals, and announced to them his departure. "I
shall leave you," he said; ubut it is to get three hun-
dred thousand soldiers. We must make ready for a
second campaign, since the first has not ended the
war. . . . And why not? Our only conqueror is
the cold, which came so early that it deceived even
the natives. Schwarzenberg's counter-inarches have
done the rest. So the unheard-of audacity of an incen-
diary, an unprecedented winter, cowardly intrigues,
stupid ambitions, a few faults, possibly treachery, and
shameful mysteries which will come to light some
day, have brought us to our present condition. Was
ever a good chance disturbed by more unexpected
accidents? The Russian campaign will none the
less be the most glorious, the most difficult, and the
most honorable known to modern history." Then he
gave deserved praise to his principal lieutenants, and
appeared more affable and kindly than usual. He